I   LEAVE   MONGOLIA

a sudden cloudburst filled the canyon and swept men
and animals that happened to be there to their deaths*

Nor did we escape trouble. At one point the
front of the car suddenly sunk into the loose sand
and one of the rear wheels shot up into the air, rotating
there for a moment. Then, with an ear-splitting
crash the tear axle snapped in two. It took us many
weary hours to repair the damage, but in the end we
accomplished it and drove on.

We were now nearing the Mongolian border and
soon we were in Ude, which is the last Mongolian
station along the Copenhagen-Pekin telegraph line.
After a brief rest at the telegraph station in Ude
we drove to the customs office, where, my former
position in Urga notwithstanding, our luggage was
thoroughly examined, in case we had collected some
prohibited article since leaving Urga. The search
took several hours and as we also had to visit the
police station to have our "political trustworthiness"
confirmed, we were obliged to spend that night
at Ude.

We resumed our journey in the morning, always
driving along by the telegraph line. Once more there
was a sea of sand everywhere around us. Suddenly I
saw in the distance a Mongolian soldier appearing from
nowhere and galloping towards us with his rifle
raised in his right arm. When he reached us he called
on the driver to stop. We had to show him our pass-
ports and, fortunately, he looked at mine first.
Gazing at it attentively for a few moments he
said:
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